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Did my heart loue til] now^forfweare it fight, 
For I nfcuer faw true Beauty till this night* 

77£. This by his voice,lbould be a MonniAgut* 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares cheflauc 
Coroe hither couet J d wich an an tique face* 
To fUcrcand fcomcatour Soletnnirie? 
Now by the ftocke and Honour of my kin. 
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin* 

Cap. Why how now kinfman, 
Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 

T&. Vnde this is a MountagtiC} our foe ; 
A Villaine that is hither come in fpigbt, 
To fcorne at our Soiemnitie this night* 

Cap. YoungAwtfpisit ? 

Ti&. Tis he, that Villain ej^ww. 
Cap. Content thee gentle Collet him alone f 
A beares him hke a portly Gentleman 5 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a venuous and well gouern*d youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all the to wne, 
Herein my houfedo him difparagement : 
Therforebe patient,take no note of him, 
It is my will ,che which if thou refpe£r» 
Shew a fairc prefencc,and put off thefe frowncs, 
An ill befceming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib* It fits when fuch a Villaine is a guefr, 
lie not endure him. 

Cap. He (hallbeendu'rd. 
Whit goodman boy^I fay he dial^go too, 
Am I the Maifter here or you ? go too, 
Yaule not endure hirn,God fhall mend my foule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts : 
You will fet cockc a hoope } ycu]e be theman. 

T&* Why Vncle/tlsafliame. 
Cap 1 Go toOjgo too, 
You area fawcyBoy, 'iftfo indeed? 
This tricke may chance to fcath you,I know what, 
You muft contrary me,marry *tis time. 
Well faid rriy hearts,you are a Princox,goe f 
Be qtfiet,or more ligh^more light for (hame, 
lie make you quiet, VVhat^hcarely my hearts* 

Tih m Patience perforce^with wilfuli eholer meetings 
Makes my HcQi tremble hi their different greeting.- 
I will withdra w, but thU intrufion {hall 
Now feeming fwect^conuert to bitter gall. Exit* 

Rom, If Iprophane wirh my vn worth ieft hand, 
Thisholy fhrine,the gentle finis this, 
My lips to bluftiing Pilgrims did ready ftand, 
To fmooth that rough touch, with a tender kiflc. 

Itil GoodPilgrime, 
You do wrongyour hand too much* 
Which mannerly deuotion (hewesin this, 
For Saints haue hands ,that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palme to palmers holy Palmers kifle, 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips.and holy Palmers too ? 

Id, I Pilgrimjips that they muft vfc in prayer* 

Rom, O then dcarc Saint^let lips do what hands do, 
Theypray(grant chou}leaft faith turne to difpaire. 

I&L Saints do not moue, 
Though grant for prayers fake* 

I{pM. Then moucnot while my prayers effeft I take: 
Thai from my lips,by thine my fin is purg d. 

M. Then hsue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Rom. Sin from my ItpsrO trefpalTe fwectly vrg'd : 
Giuememy fin againe. 

Int. You kiffc by'tfrhooke. 
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Nw.- Madam your Mother cranes awSl-V 
Rom, What is her Mother? IQvv ^yo U( 
Nttrf. MarricBatchelcr, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe, 
And a good Lady v and a wife,and Vcmious 
INur'ft her Daughter that you talkt withall- 
I tell you 3 he>that can lay hold of her, 
Shall haue the chincks. 
Rom. Isih&Cap&tete 

0 deare account ! My life is my foes debt, 
Ben, Away/begonc^he fport is at the bcft ( 
Rom, I fo I feare ? the more is my vnrett. 

Cap. Nay Gentlem en prepare not to be cone * 

We haue a trifling foolifii Banquet towards ; 1 
Iske'nefo f why then I thankeyoualh 

1 thanke you honeft Gcntlernen,good night * 
More Torches hcrcicome on,theii let's to bed 
Ahfirrahjbymyfaieitwaxcslate^ > 

lie to my reft, 

lulu Come hither Nurfe, 
What is yond Gentleman : 

Nnr. I he Sonne and He ire of old Tjkrio. 

Mi* What's he that now is going out of doore? 

Nnr. W&tm that I thinke be young Vctrmhh 

IvLWhzi she that follows here chat wouldnotdanc 1 

Nw>. I know not. 

In/* Go askc Kis iiame:if he be married 
My grauc is like to be my wadded bed. 

Nxr. His name n T^w^and a Momugu^ 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie. 

IuU My pnely Loue lprung from my onely liat e> 
Too early fecne.vnknowne a and knownc too late, \ 
Prodigious birth of Loue it is to rue, 
That I muft loue a loathed Enemie, 

AV, What's this i whats this? 

ZflfA A rimCjl Icarne euen now 
Ofonc I dan'ft withall. 

Om eals mthlnM 

Nw w Anon, an on : 
Come let's away.the ftrangcrs ail arc gone. * 

Sxmu 

' Chorm. 
Now old defire doth in his death bed lie y 
And yong affetfion gapes to be his Heire, 
That faire,for which Loue gron'd for and would die, 
With tender Inltet matcht,is now not faire. 
Now RomcQ is bcloued,and Louesagaine, 
A like bewitched by the charaieoflookes: 
But to his foe fuppo&'d he muft complaine, 
And /he ftaale Loues fwect bait from fearefullhooke* 
Being held a foe t he may not haueaccefle 
To breathfucfa vowes as Louersvfetofweare, 
And flic as much m Loue,her mranes much leife, 
Tomeete her new Belouerl any where ; 
But paffi on lends themPQwer^time^eanes toraecttf 
Tempting cKtremities with extreamefwcete t 
Enter RvtHto aUw, 

Rem* Can I goe forward when my heart b ttcre? 
Turnc backc dullearch t andfind thy Center out* 
Enter Ht#mlfoj&tih MtrtHth* 

2fe#. Romio^my Cozen R^mfQ i Rsm€^- 

cftUre. Hciswifej 
And on my life hath ftolne him hotpc to bed, 

Bm. He ran this way ajid leapt this Orchard wall* 
Call good Mermth : 
NayJle coniure too* 
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.arcthou in thelikenetfe of a figb, 


ffioHj, Loucr, 


rhc Ape is dead.I muft coniure himj 
Lure thee by ^/Mfcw bright eyes, 


Wf, but oflerimc-and 1 am iatisfiedi 
? me but ay me^Prouant.but Loue and day, 
^tetorny gofli'pr««wencfaircword^ 
Sp Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 

Abrzhtm Cupd he that fhot fo true, 
StoBng Caphetm lou^d the begget Maid, 
J heareth not.be ftirreth nor.he mo uethti ot, 

jhcApeis 

iS U Hh?hforehcad,andh«rS^ hp, 
J Ser Fine footed traiglu legend QaiutriRg thign, 
L ihcDcmeancs,tbat there Adiacent he, 
That in thy likencficthouappcare to vs. 
$0* And ifhehearethee thou wikangerhim ; 
get. This cannot anger hiny'would anger huu 
^raifc a fpirit in his MsftreBe circle, 
Ofibmc ftrange nature 3 lctting it ftand 
fill {he had laid it,and coniured it downe, 
r|, K werefo(iicfpight- 

ypnuocation is faire and honeft, & in bis Miftris name, 
1 co niure onely bet to raife vp hirn . 

3fct. Cof»c,hc hath bid himfclfc among thefc Trees 
fo beconforted with iheHumeious night : 
ISIinrlishisLoue.and beft befits thedarke. 

jttsr. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the mark e, 
flow will he fit vndcr a Medler tree, 
And wifti his Miftrefle were that kind ofFruite, 
^Maides call M edict s when they laugh alone., 
QRmmhzz (he wcre,0 rhat flie were 
^noptn 3 or thoua Poprin Peare, 
^ w ^goodnighc,lle to my Truckle bed, 
this Field-bed is to cold for me to flcepe^ 
tome fi" 11 we go? 

Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to fecke him here 
Xhatmcanes not to be found- Exeunt* 

Rim* HeieaftsatScarres that nener felt a wound, 
Bat foft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eaft,and Mictis the S c inne, 
Arifc fairc Sun and kill the cnuious Moone, 
Who is already ficke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her Maid art ftr more faire then (he i 
Be not her Maid fince (he i s cnuious, 
HcrVeftal liuery is but ficke and greene, 
At^dnonc but fooles do wcare it,caft it off : 
Icisrny Lady,0 it is my LouejOthat fliekncwihe were, 
She fpeakes^yet flic fayes nothingjWhat of that ? 
Hcreyedifcourfes,! will anfwcrcic : 
I im too bold ? uz not to mc flic fpeakes ; 
Twoofthefaireft ftarresin ail theHesucn, 
Hauing fomebufineffe do entreat her eyes, 
To tvvinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 
What if her eyes were therejthey in her head, 
The brightneCfeof her cheeke would flramc thofe ftarres^ 
Asday-hghr doth a Lampc^hcr eye in hcauen, 
Would through the ay ric Reg Sen ftre3tne fo bright, 
That Birds would fmg.and chinke it were not night 1 
^crchow fhcleanesher cheeke vpon her hand. 
0 that I were aGloue vpon that hand, 
Tim I might touch that checke, 
luL Ay me* 
Km. She fpeakes* 
Oh fpeakc againe bright AngeII,for thou art 
As glorious to tins night being ore my head, 
As is a winged meflcnger of hcauen t 


Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes 
Of mor tails that fall backe to ga«onhini ? 
Whenhebcdrides the lazie puffing Cloudes^ 
Aod failcs ypon the bofome cf the ayre* 

IttU O R(fm^fiom^ % wherefore art thou &m& i 
Denie thy Father and refufc thy name ! 
Or if thou wilt not, be but fwome my Loue, 
And lie no longer be a Capufct. 

Rom. Shall 1 heare more,or fhall I fpeakeat this ? 
In. Tis but thy name chat is my Enemy ; 
Thou art thy felfc, though not a Momugm* 
What's Mmntagtfz ? it is nor hand nor toote» 
Nor arme.nor Uce.O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What? in a names that which we caltaRofe, 
By any other word would fmell as fweete 3 
So Rome* would, were rte not Rom& cal'd, 
Retaine that dcare perfeaion which he owes, 
Without that title 2^jiww,dofFe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part of thec f 
Take all my felfe. 

jR<?h?, 1 take thee at thy word : 
Call me but Loue,and lie be new baptiz'd, 
Hence foorth I ncucr will be Rome*. 

Mr. Whatman art thou, that thus befcreen cl in night 
So dumb left on my counfell ? 

Rom. By a name, 
I know noc how to tell thee who! am : 
My name deare Saint/isbatefull to my felfe, 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would teare the word* 

Inlu My earcs haue yet not drunkc a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vctering,yct I know the found* 
Aft thou not R4m*Q,zi\& a Mantagm ? 

%$m. Neither fairc Maid^fcithcrtbcediflike. 

IhL How cam*ft thou hither* 
Tell rnc,and w herefore > 
The Orchard walls are highland hard to climbc* 
And the place deatb 5 coiifidering who thou arc, 
If any of my kinfmenfind theehere J 

Rom* With Lpues light wings 
Did I ore.perch theje Walls, 
For fiony limits canuothold Loue OUT, 
And what Loue can do, that dates Loue attempt 3 
Therefore thy kinfmen arc no flop co me. 

luL If they do fee thee, they will murther thee* 

Rom* Alackc there lies more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their Swords,looke thou but fweete, 
And I ast) proofcagainft their enmity* 

Mr I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom, I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyea 
And but thou loue me,tcr them finde me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue* 

ltd. By whofe dire$ion found'ft thou out this place } 

Rom. By Loue that firft did promp mc to enquire* 
He lent me couniclljflnd I lent him eyes , 
I am no PyIoc,yec wert thou as far 
As that vaft-fhore- wafhet with the far theft Se% 
1 frould aducnture for fuch Matchandifc. 

Mm Thorj knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufti bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haft heardmefpeaketo night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme^faincfaineidenie 
What I haue fpoke,but farewell Complement, 
Docft thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I , 
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